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THE    LEGEND. 


^N  distant  lands,  where  ye  can  never  enter, 
A  castle  stands,  the  Monsalvat  its  name  ; 
A  radiant  temple  riseth  from  its  centre, 
More  costly  *tis  than  aught  of  earthly 
fame ! 

Therein  a  vessel  of  most  wondrous  power, 
A  shrine  most  holy,  guarded  well,  doth  stand  : 
That  none  but  mortals  purest  guard  this  dower, 
'Twas  brought  to  earth  by  an  angelic  band  ! 
Once  every  year  a  dove  from  heaven  descendeth. 
To  strengthen  then  its  wondrous  powers  anew  : 
It  is  the  Grail — and  purest  faith  it  spendeth 
Among  the  knights  who  are  its  chosen  few  ! 
To  serve  the  Grail  whoe'er  is  now  elected, 
Receives  from  it  a  supernatural  power  : 
From  all  base  fraud  and  craft  he  is  protected. 
Away  from  him  doth  flee  the  fatal  hour ! 
E'en  when  the  knight  to  distant  lands  it  sendeth. 
As  champion,  to  some  virtuous  cause  maintain, 
The  sacred  power  him  strength  and  honour  lendeth. 
If  as  its  knight  he  unreveal'd  remain  ! 
Such  wondrous  nature  is  the  Grail's  great  blessing, 
Reveal'd,  the  knight  must  from  all  mortals  flee  : 
Let  not  rest  in  your  hearts  a  doubt  oppressing, 
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If  known  to  you,  he  saileth  o'er  the  sea  ! 
Now  hst  what  he  to  you  in  troth  declareth  : 
Down  from  the  Grail  to  you  on  earth  he  came. 
My  father,  Percival — a  crown  he  weareth — 
His  knight  am  I — and  Lohengrin  my  name  : 

Now  I  will  tell  the  reason  I  came  hither : 

There  in  the  temple  of  our  home,  the  blest, 

We  heard  lamentings,  borne  by  zephyrs  thither, 

And  knew  they  came  from  maiden  pure  oppress'd. 

Unto  the  Grail  as  we  in  prayer  appealed. 

Where  should  we  send  a  champion  good  and  true  : 

Upon  the  flood  the  answer  was  revealed — 

We  saw  a  swan — a  boat  it  onward  drew. 

The  swan's  approach  my  father  then  observing, 

Took  it  in  service  as  the  word  saith  well : 

Who  for  a  year  shall  serve  the  Grail  unswerving, 

Shall  be  released  from  magic's  art  and  spell. 

The  swan  should  guide  me,  we  were  then  directed, 

Unto  the  place  whence  came  the  sad  appeal. 

For  through  the  Grail  I  champion  was  elected. 

For  her  whom  Heaven  should  to  my  gaze  reveal. 

It  brought  me  hither,  fearless  in  devotion, 

Here  where  the  maid  in  direst  need  doth  stand ; 

Through  swelling  rivers,  o'er  the  raging  ocean, 

The  faithful  swan  hath  brought  me  to  your  land  ! 
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LOHENGRIN. 
ACT    I. 


SCENE   I. 

A  plain  on  the  hanks  of  the  Scheldt^  near  Afitzverp. 
In  the  foregroimd,  the  German  King,  Henry  the 
Fowler,  seated  under  a  tall,  anciefit  oak ;  near  hi7n 
the  Saxon  and  Thuringian  nobles.  Opposite  to  him, 
Frederick  of  Telramund,  Ortrud,  his  wife,  and 
the  Counts  ajid  Nobles  of  Brabant,  The  King's 
Herald  advances  into  the  middle,  and  at  his  signal 
four  royal  trumpeters  sound  the  stimmons  to  pay  heed  to 
the  royal  message. 

The  Herald. 

[^AIL,   Princes,   Nobles,   Freemen  of  Bra- 
bant ! 
Henry,  the  German  King,  to  you  hath 

come, 
To  parley  with  you  as  the  law  provides. 
Give  ye  him  peace,  and  follow  his  commands  ? 

B 
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Men  of  Brabant. 

We  give  him  peace,  and  follow  his  commands  ! 

0  welcome  !  Thrice  welcome  !  Henry  to  Brabant ! 

King  Henry. 

God  greet  ye,  faithful  lieges  of  Brabant ! 
Not  aimless  have  I  made  the  journey  here  ; 
The  Empire's  need  I  fain  would  bring  to  mind. 
Shall  I  relate  the  tales  of  troubles  sorest, 
That  came  so  oft  from  East  on  German  land  ? 
In  the  distant  Mark  both  wife  and  child  must  often 
Pray,  *'God  preserve  us  from  the  wild  Hun's  rage  !" 
But  me,  the  Empire's  head,  it  now  beseemeth 
To  put  to  end  our  country's  great  debasement. 
By  force  of  arms  nine  years  of  peace  I  gain'd. 
Which  I  have  used  unto  the  land's  defence. 
Protected  towns,  and  castles,  I  have  built ; 
The  soldier  youth  are  train'd  well  to  their  arms  ; 
To  end  is  now  the  truce  !    The  tribute  fails  ! 
The  hostile  hordes  are  thirsting  for  the  fray ; 
Now  is  the  time  to  guard  the  Empire's  honour — 
If  East  or  West — that  is  the  same  to  all ! 
All  German  men  shall  stand  in  arms  united. 
Then  none  will  dare  despise  our  German  land  ! 

The  Saxons  and  Thuringians. 
With  God  !  with  God  !  for  th*  Empire's  glory  strike  ! 
The  King. 

1  come  to  you  now,  true  men  of  Brabant, 

To  call  to  Mentz  your  forces  strong  and  loyal ; 
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But  with  deep  pain  and  sadness  'tis,  I  see 

How  without  princes  in  dispute  ye  dwell  ! 

Confusion  wild  and  fatal  discord  reign  ! 

I  ask  thee,  then,  Frederick  of  Telramund, 

I  know  thee  well,  a  man  of  virtues  rare. 

So  speak  then  that  I  know  these  troubles'  cause  ! 

Frederick. 

Thanks,  King,  to  thee,  that  thus  to  judge  thou  cam'st. 

The  truth  I'll  tell  thee.    Untruth  I  abhor  ! 

When  near  to  death,  the  good  Duke  of  Brabant 

To  my  good  care  confided  both  his  children, 

Elsa  the  maiden,  and  Godfrey  her  brother, 

Whose  youthful  steps  with  care  and  love  I  guided, 

Whose  life  I  treasured  as  my  honour's  jewel. 

O  judge  then,  monarch,  of  my  depth  of  pain, 

When  this  fair  jewel  from  my  life  was  ta'en. 

One  summer's  day,  and  Elsa  led  her  brother 

Into  the  woods  \  without  him  she  returned. 

With  falsest  mien  she  ask'd  me,  as  if  anxious. 

Where  could  he  be  ?    From  her  away  he'd  stray'd, 

But  soon  his  steps,  she  said,  were  lost  to  view. 

Fruitless  were  all  our  sad  researches  for  him. 

As  I  with  threats  press'd  Elsa  for  the  truth. 

Then  through  pale  fear,  in  trembling  and  in  terror, 

The  horrid  deed  she'd  done  was  then  confess'd. 

Her  guilt  in  me  abhorrence  did  inspire. 

The  hand  her  father  pledged  should  once  be  mine 

There  on  the  spot  I  willingly  resigned, 

And  took  a  wife  more  suited  to  my  heart, — 

Ortrud,  the  child  of  Radbod,  Friesland's  prince. 

Now  I  accuse  her — this  same  Elsa  of 

Brabant,  with  fratricide, — I  charge  her  here  ! 

As  for  this  land,  I  claim  it  mine  as  right, 
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Since  I  am  nearest  of  the  ducal  blood. 

My  wife,  moreo'er,  is  from  the  race  that  once 

To  this  great  land  its  ruling  princes  gave. 

Thou  hear'st  the  charge,  O  Monarch,  judgment  give  ! 

The  Men. 

What  fearful  crime,  O  Telramund, 
Is  this  thou  lay'st  to  Elsa's  charge  ? 

The  King. 

A  dreadful  accusation  thou  hast  brought ! 
Can  we  believe  in  such  a  horrid  crime  ? 

Frederick. 

O  King,  and  full  of  dreams  is,  too,  the  maid. 

Who  once  refused  so  haughtily  my  hand. 

With  wicked  intrigues  I  do  charge  her  here  ! 

She  thought,  perchance,  if  she  could  get  her  brother 

Removed,  then  as  the  mistress  of  Brabant, 

She  could  refuse  her  hand  to  me,  her  Hegeman, 

And  carry  on  her  intrigues  with  defiance. 

The  King. 

Call  the  accused  here.     Begin  shall  now 
The  trial  just.     God  send  me  wisdom  down  ! 

He  hangs  his  shield  solemnly  iipo?i  the  tru?ik  of  the 
oak.  The  Saxo?is  and  Thuringiajis  strike  their  swords 
together,  the  77ien  of  Brabant  lay  theirs  upon  the  ground 
before  them.  The  Herald  steps  into  the  centre  of  the 
as seinbled princes  with  great  solemnity. 
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The  Herald. 
Shall  here,  as  ancient  use  requires,  the  court  be  held? 

The  King  {striking  the  royal  shield). 

Removed  shall  never  be  that  shield 
Until  the  truth  has  been  reveal'd  ! 

All  the  Men. 

Nor  shall  our  swords  in  scabbard  rest, 
Until  we  hear  the  truth  confessed. 

The  Herald. 

There  where  the  royal  shield  ye  see, 
The  King  will  give  a  just  decree  ! 
Therefore  I  cry,  both  loud  and  clear, 
Elsa,  without  delay,  appear ! 


SCENE  IL 

Elba  enters^  clad  in  a  simple  white  dress ;  she  is 
followed  by  a  long  train  of  ladies  in  attendance^  sijnilarly 
attired.,  who  remain  in  the  background,  while  she  ad- 
vances tozvards  the  King. 

The  Men. 

Behold,  she  comes  !  what  charge  she  beareth  ! 
O  she  appeareth  good  and  pure  ! 
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Who  of  such  crime  accuse  her  dareth 
Must,  doubtless,  of  her  guilt  be  sure  ! 

The  King. 
Art  thou,  then,  Elsa  of  Brabant? 

(Elba  bows  acknowledgment,) 

Dost  thou 
Acknowledge  me  to  be  thy  judge  ? 

(Elba  looks  i7i  the  face  of  the  King,  arid  sig7iifies  her 
confidence  by  an  zncli?iatto7i  of  the  head. ) 

I  ask  thee^ 
If  further  this  grave  charge  to  thee  be  known, 
That  fearfully  thy  honour  threatens  ? 

(Elba  perceives  Frederick,  trembles^  tu7'ns  her  head 
aiaay,  and  sadly  makes  a  gestu7'e  in  the  affirmative.) 

What 
Hast  thou  to  say  against  it  ? 

Elba. 
{By  a  gesture,  "  Nothi7igr) 

The  King. 

So  admittest 
Thou  thy  guilt  ? 

Elba  (after  a  pause). 
My  poor,  dear  brother  ! 
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The  Men. 
Most  wonderful  !     How  singular  her  bearing  ! 

The  King. 
Say,  Elsa,  what  wilt  thou  to  me  confide  ? 

Elsa  {after  a  pause^  as  in  a  trance). 

Lonely  my  lot  deploring, 
I  knelt  to  God  and  pray'd  : 

My  poor  heart's  grief  outpouring, 
I  pleaded  for  His  aid. 

And  from  my  grief  unbounded 

Escaped  so  sad  a  cry. 
Like  mighty  notes  it  sounded 

Above  me  in  the  sky. 

My  grief,  the  zephyrs  bore  me 
To  Him  who  judge th  well, 

And  weariness  stole  o'er  me, 
In  slumber  sweet  I  fell. 

All  the  Men. 
How  strange  it  is  !    Dreams  she  ?    Or  is  she  mad  ? 

The  King. 
Elsa,  defend  thyself  before  thy  judge. 

Elba  (in  rapturous  exultation). 

In  silver  armour  gleaming, 
A  knight  appear'd  to  me  ; 
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So  pure  and  noble  seeming, 
The  like  I  ne'er  did  see. 

His  golden  horn  hung  Hghtly, 
While  on  his  sword  he  leant; 

His  helmet  glittered  brightly — 

That  knight  from  heaven  was  sent. 

With  courteous  knightly  bearing 

Gave  comfort  he  to  me  ; 
No  more  my  lot  despairing — 

He  shall  my  champion  be  ! 

The  King  and  all  the  Men. 

O  Heaven,  grant  us  of  thy  grace. 
That  we  see  clear  the  guilt  to  trace. 

The  King. 

Frederick,  oh  pause  while  yet  there's  time  ! 
Could  she  commit  so  foul  a  crime  ? 

Frederick. 

Her  dreamy  raving  leads  me  not  astray  ; 

Ye  hear,  she  raves  about  her  paramour : 

Good  grounds  have  I  that  I  here  make  the  charge- 

Her  sinful  deeds  are  all  well  known  to  me  ; 

But  to  remove  by  witnesses  your  doubtings 

Were  well  beneath  my  name  and  dignity. 

Here  I  stand  !     Here  my  sword  !     Who  of  ye  dare 

To  do  me  battle  for  my  honour's  sake  ? 

The  Nobles  of  Brabant. 
Not  one  of  us  !     We  fight  alone  for  thee  1 
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Frederick. 

And,  gracious  King,  recallest  thou  my  service  : 
How  in  the  strife  the  Danish  hordes  I  slew? 

The  King. 

Twere  sad  indeed  did  I  here  need  reminding ! 
I  gladly  grant  thee  highest  virtue's  prize  ; 
And  to  no  care  but  thine  would  I,  believe  me, 
E'er  see  this  land  confided.     God  alone 
Must  for  us  all  in  this  great  cause  decide. 

All  the  Men. 

Yea,  God  shall  decide  !  Yea,  God  shall  decide  ! 
So  be 't ! 

The  King. 

I  ask  thee,  Fred 'rick,  Count  of  Telramund, 

Wilt  thou  maintain,  in  fight  for  life  and  death 

In  Heaven's  ordeal,  the  charges  thou  hast  utter'd  ? 

Frederick. 
Yea! 

The  King. 

And  thee,  I  ask,  too,  Elsa  of  Brabant — 
Wilt  thou  that  here,  in  fight  for  life  and  death, 
In  Heaven's  ordeal,  a  champion  for  thee  enter  ? 

Elba. 
Yea! 
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The  King. 
Whom  choosest  thou  as  champion  ? 

Frederick. 

O  learn  ye  now 
The  name  of  this  her  lover ! 

The  Nobles  of  Brabant. 

Mark  ye  well  ! 

Els  A  [resuming  her  ecstatic  expression). 

No  more  my  lot  despairing, 
He  shall  my  champion  be. 

Mark,  he  whom  Heaven  shall  send  me 

Will  gain  a  guerdon  rare  : 
In  my  good  father's  land,  he 

The  royal  crown  shall  wear. 

All  my  possessions  yielding 

To  him  shall  be  my  pride ; 
For  thus  my  fair  fame  shielding, 

Lo — I  will  be  his  bride  ! 

The  Men. 

A  high  reward  that  resteth  with  God's  grace  ! 
Who  fights  for  it — a  heavy  pledge  doth  place. 

The  King. 

In  noontide  high  the  sun  is  shining  ! 
Now  it  is  time  the  cryer's  voice  be  heard  ! 
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The  Herald  7'epeats  the  summons ,  the  four  ii'iu?ipeters 
turjiing  towards  the  four  cardinal  points  to  sound  the 
call. 

The  Herald. 

Who  comes  as  champion,  to  do  battle  here 
For  Elsa  of  Brabant  ?     Let  him  appear  ! 

The  Men. 

No  answer  to  the  call  is  heard  : 
Her  cause  looks  sorrowful  indeed. 

Frederick. 

Ye  see  that  I  have  not  far  err'd ; 
To  me  ye'll  surely  right  concede  ! 

Elba  {appealing  to  the  King). 

O,  gracious  sovereign,  let  me  entreat  thee  ! 
Once  more  the  summons  be  repeated ; 
Perhaps  he  is  far,  and  does  not  hear. 

The  King  {to  the  Herald). 

Call  once  again,  both  loud  and  clear ! 

The  trumpeters^  at  a  sign  from  the  Herald,  again 
repeat  the  calL 

The  Herald. 

Who  comes  as  champion,  to  do  battle  here 
For  Elsa  of  Brabant  ?    Let  him  appear  ! 

The  Men. 
In  gloomy  silence  God  decides  ! 
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Elsa. 

Approaching  the  foreground^  and  falling  upon  her 
kjiees.     Her  attendants  follow  and  kneel  ai'oimd. 

Thou  borest  to  him  my  lamenting, 

To  me  he  came  by  thy  decree ; 
O  bear  him,  Lord,  now  my  deep  plainting, 

That  from  my  need  he  make  me  free. 
As  I  him  saw — let  me  him  see  ! 
As  I  him  saw — be  near  to  me  ! 

Those  who  stand  on  an  elevation  nearest  the  river 
perceive  in  the  distance^  upon  the  river ^  a  boat  drawn  by 
a  swan^  gradually  approaching.  In  it  is  seen  the  foinn 
of  a  knight^  clad  in  b?illiant  armour. 


The  Men. 

See !  what  a  wondrous  vision  !   See  !   A  swan  1 
A  swan  doth  draw  a  boat  so  swiftly  on  ! 
A  warrior  knight  doth  in  it  proudly  stand ! 
How  doth  his  armour  gleam  !    Such  vision  grand 
Doth  blind  the  eye  !    See,  nearer  he  comes  on  ! 
Yoked  by  a  golden  chain  doth  come  the  swan  ! 

Most  of  the  persons  assembled  hasten  towards  the 
river.  King  Henry  surveys  the  scene  from  his  elevated 
seat.  Frederick,  who  listens  with  astonishment., 
and  Ortrud,  who  looks  gloomily  at  the  approaching 
knight,  reinain  spellbound.  Elsa  listens  with  rapticre 
to  the  description  of  her  app7'oaching  deliverer,  but  fears 
to  look  round. 
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SCENE    III. 

Lohengrin,  the  Knight  of  the  Grail,  has  reached  the 
ba?ik.  He  rests  for  a  moment  upon  his  sivord;  on  his 
head  he  wears  a  glittering  helmet,  his  shield  is  hung 
over  his  shoulder^  a  sinall  golden  horn  is  suspended  at  his 
side. 

All  the  Men  and  Women. 

A  wonder !  a  wonder !     A  miracle  hath  happened. 
Ha,  'tis  unheard  of,  such  a  glorious  wonder ! 
All  hail !  all  hail !  thou  heaven-descended  knight ! 

Elsa,  looking  round,  utters  a  cry  of  joy  on  seeing 
Lohengrin.  Frederick  is  speechless,  Ortrud  is 
stricken  for  a  moment  with  terror.  Lohengrin  dis- 
misses the  swan ;  the  people,  struck  with  awe,  listen  iii 
silence. 

Lohengrin. 

My  thanks  to  thee,  beloved  Swan, 

Sail  o'er  the  distant  waves  once  more  ; 
Thither  whence  brought  thy  bark  me  on. 
Once  more  towards  our  blissful  shore. 
O  faithful  is  thy  service  done  ! 
Farewell !     Farewell  !     Beloved  Swan  ! 

Men  and  Women. 

What  sweetly  blissful  fears  possess  us ! 

What  friendly  power  its  charms  hath  wrought ! 
What  virtues  rare  his  mien  expresses 

He,  whom  a  miracle  hath  brought ! 
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Lohengrin. 

Hail !  hail !  King  Henry,  e'er  in  grace 
May  God  support  thy  valiant  sword  ; 

Glorious  and  great,  thy  name  and  race 
Shall  future  ages  long  record  ! 


The  King. 

My  thanks  !   if  I  perceive  aright, 
The  power  that  thee  to  us  hath  led — 
Thou  art  to  us  from  Heaven  sent  down. 


Lohengrin. 

As  champion  of  a  maid  to  be 
Accused  here  of  crimes  severe 
I  am  sent  down ;  now  let  me  see, 
If  I  aright  do  find  her  here  ! 

So  speak,  then,  Elsa  of  Brabant, 
If  I  as  champion  for  thee  stand. 
Wilt  thou  thyself,  whatever  betide. 
To  my  protecting  arm  confide  ? 


Elsa. 

My  knight  !   my  saviour,  as  I  live. 
All  that  I  have  to  thee  I  give. 


Lohengrin. 

If  I  should  win — thy  cause  defending- 
Wilt  thou  that  I  thy  husband  be  ? 
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Elsa. 

As  at  thy  feet  I  here  am  bending, 
I  give  my  heart  and  soul  to  thee. 

Lohengrin. 

Elsa,  shall  I  thy  lord  be  ever  ? 

Shall  I  thy  land  and  people  guard  ? 
Shall  naught  me  from  thy  presence  sever  ? 

One  vow  to  me  be  my  reward: — 

Ne^er  of  me  idly  asking, 
Nor  with  thy  fears  me  tasking, — 
The  land  from  whence  I  came. 
Nor  yet  my  race  and  name. 

Elsa. 
Ne'er,  lord,  will  I  the  questions  utter. 

Lohengrin. 

Elsa,  hast  understood  it  clearly  ? 
Thou  never  once  mayst  ask  me. 
Nor  with  thy  fears  e'er  task  me, — 
The  land  from  whence  I  came, 
Nor  yet  my  race  and  name. 

Elsa. 

My  knight,  my  angel,  my  protector. 

Who  in  my  innocence  believes  ; 
Could  there  be  guilt  of  doubt  a  greater. 

Than  that  which  thy  pure  faith  aggrieves  ? 
As  thou  didst  guard  me  in  my  need. 
So  thy  commands  I'll  truly  heed  ! 
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Lohengrin. 
Elsa,  I  love  thee ! 

King,  Men,  and  Women. 

What  wondrous  things  are  these  we  see  ? 

Is't  magic  that  on  us  is  done  ? 
My  heart  doth  beat  so  joyously 

When  I  do  gaze  the  knight  upon  ! 

Lohengrin. 

Now  list  ye  folk  and  nobles,  I  make  known : 
From  charge  of  guilt  is  Brabant's  Elsa  free, 

That  false  thy  charge  is.  Count  of  Telramund  ! 

Through  the  ordeal  'twill  be  made  known  to  thee ! 

Nobles  of  Brabant. 

Oh  be  advised  !  ye  never  can 
Be  victor  'gainst  so  great  a  man  ! 
If  higher  powers  him  grace  afford, 
Say,  what  avails  thy  valiant  sword  ? 
Stand  off !  We  give  advice  in  faith — 
Thou  'rt  sure  to  reap  defeat  or  death  ! 

Frederick. 
Much  rather  death  than  flinch  ! 

(To  Lohengrin.) 

Whatever  charm  doth  bring  thee  here, 

Thou  knight,  who  darest  me  defy, 
Thy  haughty  threats  cause  me  no  fear. 

Since  I  have  never  stoop'd  to  lie  ! 
The  battle  I  accept  with  thee, 
And  hope  for  righteous  victory  ! 
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Lohengrin. 
Great  monarch,  now  ordain  the  fight ! 

The  King. 

So  come  ye  forth,  by  threes  for  every  champion, 
And  measure  well  the  ring  for  th'  battle-ground. 

Three  Saxon  nobles  stand  forwa^'d  07i  behalf  of 
Lohengrin  ;  three  Brabantiajis  for  Frederick  :  they 
measure  off  the  ground  solemnly^  and  plant  their  spears 
to  ??ia7'k  the  boiindaiy. 

The  Herald. 

Now  heed  ye  and  my  words  enforce : 
Let  none  disturb  the  battle's  course  ! 
About  the  space  in  calmness  stand — 
Whoe'er  doth  not  the  peace  preserve, 
If  freeman,  he  shall  lose  his  hand  ; 
If  serf,  his  head  atonement  serve  ! 

The  Men. 

If  freeman,  he  shall  lose  his  hand ; 
If  serf,  his  head  atonement  serve ! 

The  Herald. 

O  list  ye  then,  ye  champions  twain, 
In  faith  your  knightly  deeds  maintain. 
Seek  not  by  magic's  craft  and  art. 
To  turn  aside  the  ordeal's  tide. 
Give  God  alone  the  judge's  part. 
Nor  in  your  strength  alone  confide, 
c 
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Lohengrin  and  Frederick. 

God  judge  me  as  is  true  and  right, 
Therefore  not  mine,  but  His  the  might ! 

The  King. 

My  Lord  and  God,  on  Thee  I  call ! 
Be  present  at  the  ordeal  here  ! 
By  th'  victor's  sword  Thy  judgment  fall, 
That  fraud  and  truth  be  witness'd  clear  ! 
With  hero's  power  the  just  imbue, 
The  false  one's  arrogance  subdue ; 
The  cause  of  truth,  O  God,  promote, 
Since  all  our  wisdom  is  as  nought. 


Elba  and  Lohengrin. 

Thy  judgment  high  wilt  Thou  declare, 
Nor,  gracious  Lord,  will  I  despair ! 

Frederick. 

The  justice  of  my  cause  I  swear : 
My  honour.  Lord  and  God,  upbear  ! 

All  the  Men. 

With  hero's  power  the  just  imbue, 
The  false  one's  arrogance  subdue  ! 
Thy  judgment  true,  O  Lord,  declare, 
Nor,  Lord  and  God,  Thy  wrath  forbear 


(^At  a  sign  from  the  Herald,  the  trumpeters  blow  the 
call  for  the  conflict  to  co7nmence,  Lohengrin  and 
Frederick  meet.     Frederick  j^/Zr.) 
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Lohengrin. 

Heav'n  hath  will'd  !    Thy  wretched  life  is  mine, 
I  give  it  thee !     Let  penance  now  be  thine  ! 


( 


Elsa. 

O  where  are  strains  of  gladness 
Enough  to  sing  thy  fame  ? 

Gone  now  are  night  and  sadness, 
The  traitors  put  to  shame  ! 

In  thy  strong  arm  confiding, 
My  soul  doth  cHng  to  thee ; 

Take  thou  my  love  abiding. 
Thou  knight  of  high  degree  ! 

Lohengrin. 

The  victory  was  but  given 

To  prove  thy  purity ; 
Now  all  thou'st  borne,  from  heaven 

Repaid  will  richly  be  ! 

Frederick. 

Woe,  woe,  disgraced,  defeated. 

Great  is  my  misery  ; 
My  shame,  disgrace  completed, 

O  whither  shall  I  flee  ? 

Ortrud. 

Through  whom  are  we  defeated  ? 

Of  power  shorn  are  Ave  1 
Is  then  our  ruin  completed 

By  this  base  enemy  ? 
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The  King,  Men,  and  Women. 

Intone  in  song's  sweet  story 
Aloud  his  deeds  of  glory  ! 

Great  be  thy  fame  ! 
Praise  to  thy  coming  ! 
Glorious  thy  name  ! 
Th'  guilty  o'ercoming  ! 

We  sing  alone  of  thee, 

Thy  valour's  wondrous  story  ! 
y^  No  one  can  rival  thee 

In  deeds  of  knightly  glory  ! 

The  Saxons  raise  Lohengrin  upon  his  shield,  and 
Elba  upon  that  of  the  King,  a7id  both  are  carried  away 
amid  loud  rejoicing. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST   ACT. 


ACT      II. 


SCENE   I. 


The  courtyard  of  the  Castle  at  Antwerp,  Night,  At 
the  back  is  the  part  of  the  burg  called  the  Pallas^  or  abode 
of  the  Knights.  At  the  left  is  the  Kemenate,  or  abode  of 
the  Women,  In  the  foreground^  to  the  right ^  is  the  e7i- 
trance  to  the  Minster,  on  the  steps  of  which  are  seated 
Ortrud  and  Frederick, /^^r/j;  clad,  Frederick  is 
musing  gloomily ;  Ortrud  gazes  fixedly  at  the  brightly 
illu7?iinated  windows  of  the  Pallas,  whence  the  soicnd  of 
festive  music  proceeds. 


Frederick  (j-ising  hastily). 

ROUSE  thyself,  companion  of  my  shame  ! 
The  breaking  day  must  find  us  no  more 
here ! 


Ortrud  {still  seated). 

I  cannot  go  !  I  feel  that  here  I'm  chained  ! 
From  out  the  glare  of  this,  our  rival's  banquet. 
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Let  us  imbibe  a  poison's  deadly  draught, 

So  that  their  joys  and  our  own  shame  be  ended 


Frederick. 

Thou  fearful  sorceress  !     What  chains  me  here 
To  stay  with  thee  !     Why  do  I  not  thee  leave 
Alone,  and  flee  away  !     O  there,  O  there. 
Where  I  can  peace  of  conscience  once  more  find. 

Through  thee  alone  was  wrested 
From  me  my  cherished  name ; 

Of  honour,  fame  divested, 
My  chivalry  is  shame  ! 

The  ban  o'er  me  is  spoken, 

My  strength  is  all  dispersed, 
My  valiant  sword  is  broken, 

My  father's  hearth  accursed  ! 

I         O  whither  shall  I  turn  me, 

Where  all  men  shun  my  face ; 
Yea,  e'en  the  robbers  spurn  me. 
So  great  is  my  disgrace. 

O,  would  that  death  had  ta'en  me. 

Before  I  reap'd  this  shame  ; 
'Twere  well  if  he  had  slain  me — 

Now  gone — my  name — my  fame  ! 

He  casts  himself  on  the  groimd,  ovei^whelmed  with 
his  disgrace.  Sounds  of  festive  music  are  agaiji  heard 
issimig  from  the  Pallas. 

Ortrud. 

What  makest  thee  in  useless  plaints  forget 
Thyself? 
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Frederick. 

O  that  my  weapon  too  were  here, 
With  which  I  thee  could  slay  ! 

Ortrud. 

Most  peaceful  Count 
Of  Telramund,  why  dost  thou  me  mistrust  ? 

Frederick. 

Canst  ask  ?    Was't  not  thy  showing,  thy  persuading, 
That  led  me  on  to  charge  with  crimes  the  maiden  ? 
Didst  thou  not  lie,  that  in  the  forest  gloom. 
From  thy  weird  castle,  thou,  with  thine  own  eyes, 
Didst  Elsa  see  a  fearful  crime  commit  ? 
How,  while  in  play,  she  vilely  push'd  her  brother 
Into  the  lake  ?  and  didst  thou  not  mislead 
My  noble  heart  through  thy  false  prophecy, 
That  soon  the  race  of  Radbod's  ancient  house 
Should  rise  again  and  rule  o'er  all  Brabant  ? 
Didst  thou  not  thus  induce  me  to  give  up 
Pure  Elsa,  and  then  take  thee  for  my  wife, 
Since  thou  the  last  of  Radbod's  children  art  ? 

Ortrud. 

Ha  !  how  deeply  thou  me  wrong' st ! 
I  own  it,  yea,  all  this  I  proved  to  thee  ! 

Frederick. 

And  madest  me,  whose  name  was  well  renovvn'd, 
Whose  knighthood  ne'er  was  taunted  by  a  foe, 
A  shameful  partner  to  thy  artful  lying  ! 
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Ortrud. 
Who  lies  ? 

Frederick. 

Thou  !     Because  the  charge  was  false, 
God  hath  declared  against  me  ! 

Ortrud. 

God! 

Frederick. 

O,  fearful ! 
To  hear  from  lips  like  thine  that  name  so  utter'd  ! 

Ortrud. 
Ha  !  call'st  thou  thy  own  weakness  God  ? 

Frederick. 

Ortrud  1 

Ortrud. 

What  means  thy  threat  ?    A  threat  to  me,  thy  wife  ! 
O  craven  !  if  thy  rage  had  been  outpoured 
On  him  who  dooms  us  to  this  bitter  woe, 
Thou  would'st  have  victory,  ^stead  of  vile  defeat ! 
Yea,  who  with  him  to  combat  knew  would  find 
Him  weaker  than  a  child  ! 

Frederick. 

The  weaker  he — 
The  more  did  God  him  strength  from  heaven  afford. 
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Ortrud. 

Heavenly  strength  !    Ha  !  ha  ! 

Give  me  the  power 
For  one  short  day,  and  I  will  show  to  thee 
How  weak  a  God  it  is  who  aideth  him. 

Frederick. 

Thou  raving  seeress  !  Wilt  thou  again 
With  subtle  arts  endeavour  to  deceive  me  ? 

Ortrud 

{Pointing  to  the  Pallas,  which  is  now  dark). 

The  revellers  have  gone  to  wanton  rest. 
Come,  sit  thou  near  to  me.     The  hour  is  come 
When  my  prophetic  eye  shall  give  thee  light ! 

(To  Frederick^ 

Know'st  thou  who  is  yon  knight,  who  by 
A  swan  was  guided  to  our  land  ? 

Frederick. 
No! 

Ortrud. 

What  would'st  thou  give  if  I  should  tell  thee  } 
Mark,  if  we  can  but  once  compel  him 
To  tell  us  of  his  name  and  race, 
Then  all  his  power  is  at  an  end — 
A  power  that  only  magic  gives  ! 

Frederick. 
Ha  !  now  his  words  I  understand ! 
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Ortrud. 

So  list !     No  one  hath  here  the  power 
To  take  the  gloomy  secret  from  him, 
But  she,  whom  he  so  sternly  bade 
That  she  should  not  the  question  ask. 

Frederick. 

I  see  it  !     Elsa  must  be  tempted, 
That  she  of  him  the  question  ask  ? 

Ortrud. 
Ha,  thou  art  quick  to  comprehend  ! 

Frederick. 
But  how  shall  we  effect  it  ? 

Ortrud. 

Hear ! 
First  then  of  all,  not  from  this  place 
To  fly.     So  sharpen  well  thy  wits  ! 
To  raise  suspicions  dark  within  her, 
Step  forth  !     Charge  him  with  sorcery. 
By  which  he  did  the  court  deceive  I 

*  Frederick. 

Ha,  fraud  and  sorcery 

Ortrud. 
Succeeds 
It  not  ?    Then  force  must  be  employed  ! 
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Frederick. 


Ha  !    Force  ? 


Ortrud. 

'Tis  not  in  vain  I  am 
With  secret  lore  of  old  familiar ; 
So  mark  thee  well  what  I  shall  tell  thee. 
Whoe'er  is  made  by  magic  strong, 
Will  lose  that  strength  if  he  be  shorn 
Of  e'en  the  body's  smallest  part, 
And  prove  as  powerless  as  a  child. 

Frederick. 
Ha,  if  'twere  true  ! 

Ortrud. 

Ah,  if  thou  hadst 
r  th'  fight,  a  single  finger,  yea, 
Or  e'en  a  finger's  joint  but  sever'd — 
The  knight  would  now  be  in  thy  power ! 

Frederick. 

Oh  madness  !     Ha  !  What  is  it  thou  art  saying  ? 
'Twas  God  I  thought  defeated  me — and  now — 
Now  I  must  hear  the  royal  judge  was  cheated ! 
By  sorcerer's  arts  I  have  my  honour  lost ! 

Could  I  avenge  the  shame  he  brought  me, 
And  prove  my  deeds  w^ere  good  and  true, 

Efface  the  cruel  wrongs  he  wrought  me. 
And  win  my  honour'd  name  anew  ! 

O  wife,  whom  in  the  darkness  there  I  see ! 
Deceivest  thou  me  now  ?     O  woe  on  thee  ! 
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Ortrud. 

Nay,  thou  art  raving  !     Calmness,  I  beseech  thee  ! 
Soon  all  the  joys  of  vengeance  I  will  teach  thee  ! 

Ortrud  and  Frederick. 

For  dread  revenge  we  here  implore  ye, 

Oh  Gods  that  rule  our  mortal  lot. 
Ye  who  but  dream  of  joys  before  ye. 

Know  that  grim  vengeance  slumbers  not ! 


SCENE  11. 

Elba,  clad  in  white,  appears  on  the  balcony  of  the 
Kemenate.  She  advances  to  the  parapet,  and  leans  her 
head  ipon  her  haiid,  as  if  dreamijig  over  her  happiness, 
Frederick  and  Ortrud  are  bejieath  her,  seated  upon 
the  steps  of  the  Minster, 

Elsa. 

Ye  gentle  zephyrs,  knowing 

So  well  my  past  distress ; 
My  heart's  thanks  overflowing 

To  you  I  would  confess. 

How  great  was  your  devotion, 

Ye  smiled  upon  his  way ; 
And  'mid  the  raging  ocean, 

Cared  for  him  night  and  day. 


She  it  is  ! 


Elsa  ! 
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Oft  ye  have  known  my  yearning, 

And  stay'd  my  sad  tears'  flow  ! 
Now  cool  my  brow  hot  burning, 

My  cheeks  in  love  aglow. 

Ortrud. 


Frederick 


Ortrud. 

The  hour,  she  will  regret  it, 
In  which  she  hears  my  voice  to-night.     Away  ! 
And  leave  me  here  awhile  alone. 

Frederick. 

But  why  ? 

Ortrud. 
Leave  her  to  me.     Her  champion  is  for  thee  ! 

(Frederick  retires?) 

Ortrud. 

Elsa  ! 

Elsa. 

Who  calls  ?     How  fearfully  lamenting 
Resounds  my  name  thus  through  the  night  ! 
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Ortrud. 

Elsa! 
Is  then  my  voice  so  strange  to  thee  ? 
Wilt  thou  disown  the  being  for  ever 
Whom  thou  in  misery  dost  pkmge  ? 

Elsa. 

Ortrud  !  'tis  thou  ?     What  dost  thou  here, 
Unhappy  one  ? 

Ortrud. 

Unhappy  one  ! 
True,  thou  art  right  to  say  unhappy. 
Far  in  the  gloomy  forest  stillness, 
Where  calm  and  peacefully  I  lived, 
What  did  I  do  to  harm  thee  then  ? 
Joyless,  misfortunes  sad  bemoaning, 
That  long  oppressed  my  glorious  race — 
I  harm'd  thee  not  !     I  harm'd  thee  not  ! 

Elba. 

O  God  !     What  lay'st  thou  to  my  charge  ? 
Was  it  then  I  that  gave  thee  pain  ? 

Ortrud. 

How  couldest  thou  my  sad  fate  envy — 
The  fate  that  made  me  wife  of  him 
Whom  now,  with  justice,  thou  dost  scorn  ? 

Elsa. 
All-gracious  God  !     What  meanest  thou  ? 
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Ortrud. 


If  gloomy  follies  him  misleading, 
Thy  innocence  he  charged  with  guilt, 
His  heart  is  now  in  penance  bleeding 
His  soul  is  with  contrition  fill'd. 


Elsa. 
O  righteous  God  ! 

Ortrud. 

O,  thou  art  happy  ! 
Thine  was  a  brief  and  guiltless  sorrow  ; 

Thou  breathest  hfe  with  joyous  breath. 
Bid  me  a  last  farewell ;  the  morrow 

May  see  me  on  the  road  to  death  : 
So  that  my  misery's  sad  reflex — 
Shall  not  thy  joyous  fortune  vex. 

Elsa. 

How  wickedly  thy  good  returning, 
Almighty,  who  hath  bless'd  me  so. 

Should  I,  misfortune  from  me  spurning, 
Scorn  her  w^ho  bendeth  here  so  low? 

Oh,  never  !    Ortrud  !    Wait — I  come, 

To  take  thee  with  me  to  my  home. 

{Retires  mto  the  Kemenatei) 

Ortrud. 

Ye  gods  forsaken  !    Aid  my  hate  unbending  ! 
Chastise  the  shame  that  on  you  they  have  wrought ! 
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Give  strength  to  me  in  your  high  cause  defending  ! 
Destroy  the  foes  who  our  disgrace  have  brought ! 

Odin,  thou  mighty,  hear  ye  me  ! 
Freya,  subUmest,  hear  ye  me ! 
Prosper  my  great  deceit  and  guile  ! 
And  on  my  sleepless  vengeance  smile ! 

Elba  e77ierges  f7'om  the  KemeTiate  into  the  courtyard  of 
the  castle.     She  is  attended  by  two  maids ^  bea?'i?ig  lights. 

Elba. 
Ortrud  !     Where  art  thou  ? 


Ortrud  {kneeling). 
Here,  before  thee  kneeling  ! 

Elba. 

O  God,  that  I  must  see  thee  bending. 

Thee,  whom  I've  seen  in  pride  and  state ; 

Unspoken  pain  my  heart  is  rending. 
When  I  perceive  thy  lowly  fate. 

Arise  !  and  O,  thy  pleadings  sparing, 
Bear'st  thou  me  hate,  forgive  I  thee ; 

If  ills  through  me  thou  now  art  bearing, 
O,  I  would  ask,  forgive  thou  me  ? 

Ortrud. 
O  thanks,  may  blessings  great  reward  thee  ! 
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Elsa. 

To  him  who  morrow  calls  me  bride, 
111  plead,  that  he  his  grace  award  thee : 
In  his  great  heart  I  can  confide. 

Ortrud. 
How  can  I  for  such  grace  repay  thee  ? 

Elsa. 

Betimes,  when  morrow's  sun  shall  glow, 
In  garments  rich  and  rare  array  thee, 

To  th'  Minster  thou  shalt  with  me  go ; 
There  I  shall  wait  the  hero  mine. 
To  be  his  bride  before  the  shrine. 

Ortrud. 

How  can  I  for  such  grace  repay  thee  ? 

So  wretched  in  my  misery ! 
Yea,  'neath  thy  roof  in  grace,  I  pray  thee, 

A  beggar  I  should  ever  be  ? 

But  one  sole  power  to  me  is  given, 
And  none  can  me  its  use  prevent ; 

By  it  I'll  guard  thy  life,  or  even 
So  guide  it  that  thou  ne'er  repent ! 

Elsa. 
What  say'st  thou  ? 

Ortrud. 

I  would  not  alarm  thee  1 
Yet  blindly  not  thy  bhss  confide. 

D 
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And  that  misfortune  may  not  harm  thee, 
Let  me  thy  future  fate  unhide  ? 

Elsa. 
Misfortune  ! 

Ortrud. 

Hast  perhaps  ne'er  conceived 
That  since  he  came  with  doubtful  fame, 
Thou  may'st  of  him  be  soon  bereaved, 
By  magic,  in  the  way  he  came  ! 

Elsa  shrinks  from  Ortrud,  and  then  regards  her 
with  commiseration, 

Elsa. 

O  poorest,  thou  canst  never  measure 
How  loves  my  heart  without  a  doubt ; 

Hast  never  felt  the  blissful  pleasure 
That  only  gives  such  faith  devout. 

Come  in  with  me,  and  let  me  teach  thee 
How  sweet  is  bhss  of  purest  faith ; 

List  to  my  words,  O,  I  beseech  thee : 
Pure  bliss  is  love  true  unto  death  ! 

Frederick. 

Misfortunes  enter  now  this  house  ! 
Complete,  O  wife,  the  plans  thy  art  conceived, 
To  bar  thy  work  I  have  no  wish  nor  power. 
Misfortunes  came  with  my  own  fall  aggrieved : 
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Now  let  them  fall  who  made  my  own  Hfe  sour. 
One  thought  alone  comes  e'er  before  mine  eye  : 
The  robber  of  my  honoured  name — must  die  ! 


SCENE  III. 

Gradual  daybreak.  The  warders  give  the  morning 
reveille  from  the  turret^  which  is  answered  from  a 
distant  tower.  Servants  enter  the  courtyard  from  va- 
rious directions ;  they  salute  each  other  and  proceed 
quietly  to  their  several  duties ;  some  draw  water  from 
the  well  and  carry  it  into  the  Pallas.  The  four  trum- 
peters then  come  out  of  the  Pallas,  and  after  sounding 
the  royal  sinnmons,  retire.  The  Nobles  of  Brabant  and 
their  retainers  enter  the  court  of  the  castle  from  varioics 
qua)'ters ;  they  advance  to  the  front  of  the  Minster^  and 
greet  each  other  cordially. 


The  Nobles  and  Retainers. 

The  call  hath  summoned  us  betime. 
The  day  doth  promise  much  indeed ; 
He  who  did  actions  so  sublime 
Can  also  do  far  greater  deed. 

The  Herald  and  four  trumpeters  advance  from  the 
Pallas,  and  stand  on  the  elevation  in  front  of  it.  The 
royal  summons  is  again  soicnded. 
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The  Herald. 

The  Monarch's  word  and  will  now  be  announced : 
So  heed  well  what  through  me  he  saith  to  you  ! 
As  outlaw  here  is  Telramund  denounced, 
Since  he  did  wage  to  fight  with  sword  untrue. 
Who  shelter  him,  or  who  to  join  him  dare, 
By  th'  Empire's  law  the  outlaw's  fate  shall  share  ! 

The  Men. 

Curse  him,  for  lo  !  upon  him 
God's  righteous  judgment  fell ! 
The  pure  of  heart  shall  shun  him, 
And  sleep  his  eyes  as  well ! 

The  Herald. 

To  further  say  the  king  doth  me  direct. 

That  this  good  knight  from  Heaven  to  us  sent  down, 

Whom  Elsa  doth  as  her  liege  lord  elect, 

He  doth  invest  with  Brabant's  land  and  crown. 

The  title  Duke  the  hero  does  not  want — 

He  shall  be  call'd — Protector  of  Brabant ! 

The  Men. 

Hail  him  of  high  degree  ! 
Hail  him  whom  God  hath  sent  ! 
Faithful  his  subjects  we, — 
Protector  of  Brabant ! 

The  Herald. 

And  further  hear  what  he  through  me  makes  known 
To-day  with  you  he  holds  his  bridal  fest ; 
But  ye  shall  come  at  morrow's  early  dawn. 
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All  arm'd  to  follow,  at  the  king's  request. 
And  he  himself  the  sweetest  joys  despiseth, 
Where  he  doth  lead  proud  victory's  banner  riseth  ! 

The  Men. 

To  th'  conflict  don't  delay ! 
The  hero  great  shall  lead  ! 
We'll  gain  with  him  the  day, 
And  glorious  fame  indeed  ! 
From  God  to  us  he's  sent — 
Brings  greatness  to  Brabant. 

While  the  Herald  and  trumpeters  re-enter  the  Pallas^ 
four  of  the  nobles^  former  lieges  of  Frederick,  cojue  to 
the  front,  and  stand  together. 

The  First  Noble. 
Now  list !     To  take  us  off  he  here  is  scheming  ! 

The  Second  Noble. 
Against  a  foe  who  threatens  not  our  lands ! 

The  Third  Noble. 
Such  bold  beginning — it  is  not  beseeming  ! 

The  Fourth  Noble. 
Who  shall  say  nay — when  he  to  arms  commands  ? 

Frederick  {ivho  has  approached  unperceived), 
I! 
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The  Four  Nobles. 

Ha  !     Who  art  thou?     Frederick,  O  beware  ! 
Amongst  thy  foes  ?     Oh,  of  thy  Hfe  take  care  ! 

Frederick. 

And  soon,  perhaps,  ye'll  see  me  further  daring ! 
From  off  your  eyes  a  grim  deception  tearing  ! 
He  who  so  loudly  talks  of  the  campaign, 
As  an  impostor — I  do  here  arraign  ! 

The  Four  Nobles. 

What  say'st  thou  ?   Madman  thou  !    Oh  thou  art  sheer 
Beyond  all  hope  should  this  the  people  hear  I 

The  Nobles  lead  Frederick  aside.  Pages  appear  on 
the  balcony  of  the  Kemenate,  and  descending  toward  the 
Pallas,  announce  the  approach  of  Elsa,  on  her  way  to 
the  Minster. 

The  Pages. 

Make  way  for  Elsa  of  Brabant ! 

She  will,  with  God,  to  th'  Minster  go  ! 


SCENE  IV. 

Ladies  in  procession,  richly  clad,  advance  from  the 
interior  of  the  Kemenate  to  the  balcony,  thence  descending 
to  the  Court,  winding  to  the  foreground,  in  order  to  reach 
the  Minster. 
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The  Nobles  and  Men 
(  While  the  procession  is  passing). 

May  blessings  e'er  attend  her — 
She  who  hath  borne  so  long  ! 

May  heavenly  powers  befriend  her 
And  guard  her  life — life  long ! 

She  nears  !  an  angel  purest  ! 

Her  beauteous  looks  enchant ! 
All  hail !  O  bride  demurest ! 

Hail,  Elsa  of  Brabant ! 

Elba,  magnificently  attii'cd^  has  advanced  in  the 
procession.  Ortrud,  likewise  richly  clad,  is  among  the 
last  ladies  who  follow ;  she  is  an  object  of  ill-co7icealed 
aversion  to  the  rest,  who  avoid  her.  Whe?i  Elsa,  arnid 
the  acclamations  of  joy,  is  about  to  ascend  the  steps  of  the 
Minster,  Ortrud,  her  face  betraying  the  most  violent 
passion,  breaks  from  the  ranks,  and  confronts  Elsa  i7i 
a  threatening  attitude, 

Ortrud. 

Stand  back,  Elsa  !     No  longer  will  I  suffer 
That  like  a  serving  maid  I  thee  attend ; 
The  right  to  lead  should'st  everywhere  me  proffer. 
Before  me  full  of  meekness  humbly  bend  ! 

The  Pages  and  Men. 
What  does  she  want  ? 

Elsa. 

O  God,  what  must  I  see  ? 
What  wondrous  change  in  thee  hath  taken  place  .^ 
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Ortrud. 

If  for  an  hour  so  far  myself  forgetting— 
Think'st  thou  I  must  so  servilely  approach  ? 
To  reap  revenge — my  pride  to  thine  own  setting — 
What  is  my  due — I  will  that  none  encroach  ! 

Elba. 

Woe,  that  I  let  such  falsehood  e'er  mislead  me  ! 
Woe,  that  upon  her  I  compassion  took ! 
Wilt  thou  in  pride  and  arrogance  precede  me — 
Thou  wife  of  him  whom  God  in  wrath  hath  struck  ? 

Ortrud. 

If  sentence  false  my  lord's  good  name  defamed — 
Did  not  the  land  him  every  fame  accord  ? 

Of  every  virtue  knight  he  was  e'er  named — 
Known,  yea,  and  feared,  was  his  valiant  sword  ! 

Thy  bridegroom,  nay,  of  him,  O  Elsa,  boast  not ! 

For  e'en  his  race,  his  very  name,  thou  know'st  not ! 

Men  and  Women. 

What  means  she  ?  Ha  !  What  doth  she  say  ? 
Oh,  slanderess  !  This  blaspheming  stay  ! 

Ortrud. 

Canst  thou  not  name  him  ?  Ah,  as  much  me  thoughtest ! 
Nor  yet  his  race,  nor  yet  his  blood  canst  show  ? 
Whence,  say,  O  billows !  Tell  me  whence  ye  brought 

him, 
When,  and  O  where,  from  us  again  he'll  go ! 
Ha  !  no,  thy  vaUant  knight  good  reasons  had 
When  he  all  questions  cunningly  forbad ! 
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Men  and  Women. 

Can  this  be  true?  Are  we  not  dreaming  ? 
Such  slanders  are  with  untruths  teeming  ! 

Els  A  (recovering  from  her  amazement), 

O  slanderer !   Too  vile  to  live; 
List,  if  I  answer  cannot  give  ! 
So  pure  and  noble  is  his  being, 

So  virtuous  too  the  noble  man, 
Ne'er  from  misfortunes  gloomy  fleeing 
Be  th'  fate  of  they  who  doubt  him  can  ! 

Has  not  my  lord  through  God  chastised 
There  in  the  fight  the  husband  thine  ? 

{To  the  people) 

Now  I  will  be  by  you  advised ; 
Whom  do  ye  purity  assign  ? 

Men  and  Women. 
To  him  !  Thy  hero  brave,  and  him  alone  ! 

Ortrud. 

Ha  !  this  great  virtue  of  thy  lover 

Were  darken'd  grimly  all  too  soon, 
Must  he  the  magic's  spell  discover. 

By  which  such  feats  as  these  he's  done. 
And  if  to  question  him  thou  dar'st  not. 

Then  we  shall  say  with  justice  sure. 
That  for  thy  own  fair  fame  thou  car'st  not, 

And  that  his  deeds  are  not  so  pure ! 

The  Women  {shielding  Yaj$>p). 
Shield  her  from  this  insane  one's  hate  ! 
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The  Men  {seeing  the  King  approach). 
Make  way  !  make  way !  King  Henry  comes  ! 


SCENE    V. 

The  King,  Lohengrin,  the  Saxon  and  Brabant 
nobles  and  retainers^  advance  from  the  Pallas,  They 
perceive  the  commotion  in  front  of  the  Minster,  aiid  the 
King  and  Lohengrin  come  hastily  foi^ward. 

The  Men. 

Hail!  Hail!  King  Henry! 
Hail !  Protector  of  Brabant ! 

The  King. 
What  means  the  strife  ? 

Elba  (^falling  on  Lohengrin's  breast). 

My  lord  !  O  my  preserver  I 

Lohengrin. 
Whatis't? 

The  King. 

Who  is  it  dare  disturb  the  church 
Procession  ? 

The  King's  Attendants. 
Why  this  strife  ?   why  this  commotion  ? 
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Lohengrin. 
O,  Elsa  !  Why  this  wretched  one  with  thee  ? 

Elsa. 

My  champion,  save  me  from  this  woman^s  ire  ! 
Chide  me,  if  I  obey'd  not  thy  commands  : 
I  saw  her  weeping  here  before  the  portal, 
And  in  compassion  took  her  to  my  heart ; 
Yet  see  how  illy  she  requites  my  goodness — 
She  taunts  me  for  my  trusting  love  in  thee. 

Lohengrin  {to  Ortrud), 

Thou  horrid,  fearful  being  !  From  her  away ! 
Here  hast  thou  nought  to  win  ! 

Say,  Elsa,  say, 
Has  her  vile  poison  in  thy  heart  descended  ? 

(Elsa  hides  her  face  on  his  breast,  weeping,) 

Lohengrin  {pointing  to  the  Mi?tster). 
Come  !  be  in  gladness  there  thy  sorrows  ended  ! 

(Lohengrin,  Elsa,  and  the  King  turn  towards  the 
Minster;  Frederick,  however,  appears  suddenly  before 
them.) 

Frederick. 
King  Henry !    Oh,  deluded  princes,  stay  !  O  stay  ! 

The  Men. 

What  seeks  he  here  ?  Accursed  one  !  Hence,  we  warn 
thee! 
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The  King. 
Presumest  thou  to  dare  my  wrath  ? 

Frederick. 

OKing, 
Give  ear ! 

The  Men. 
Away  !    Tis  death  thou  courtest,  man  ! 

Frederick. 

Hear  me — the  victim  of  a  miscreant's  plan  ! 
God's  high  ordeal  hath  he  profaned,  derided ; 
Through  blackest  arts  ye  judges  were  misguided. 

The  Men. 
Seize  the  accursed  one  !    List,  he  blasphemes  God  ! 

Frederick. 

Him,  who  before  me  stands  in  splendour, 
I  here  with  vilest  fraud  accuse  ! 

He  shall  his  fraudulent  power  surrender — 
A  power  that  magic  did  infuse  ! 

How  illy  ye  for  th'  ordeal  cared, 
That  robb'd  me  of  my  noble  name ; 

Since  one  great  question  ye  him  spared 
When  to  the  fight  divine  he  came  ! 

With  this  one  question  I  would  task  him, 
None  shall  to  me  the  right  deny ! 

His  name,  and  home,  and  rank,  I  ask  him, 
Loud  'fore  the  world  let  him  reply ! 
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Who  is  he  then  that  swam  on  hither, 
Drawn  by  a  wild  and  hungry  swan  ? 

Who  comes  with  birds  of  such  a  feather 
Can  scarcely  be  an  honest  man  ! 

Now  let  him  answer  my  accusing  : 

Complies  he  ?    Then  his  cause  is  right. 

If  not,  his  evil  deeds  excusing, 
His  fame  can  not  be  very  bright ! 

The  King  and  the  Men. 

The  charge  is  heavy  !    How  can  he  refute  it  ? 

Lohengrin. 

To  thee — thy  name  so  lowly  prizing — 

I  need  not  stand  to  answer  here ! 
The  doubts  of  evil  men  despising, 

Before  thee  I've  no  cause  for  fear ! 

Frederick. 

If  I  to  him  appear  unworthy. 

Then  I  would  ask,  O  King  most  high, 

Will  he  then  dare  to  vilely  slur  thee — 
Thy  right  to  question  too  deny  ? 

Lohengrin. 

Yea,  e'en  the  monarch's  right  I  question. 

And  all  the  noble  princes  too  ! 
The  slightest  doubt  shall  ne'er  oppress  them  ; 

They  all  have  seen  my  actions  true ! 

To  one  alone — I  can  not  here  dissemble : 
Elsa ! 

Elsa  !  What  makes  thee,  dearest,  tremble  ? 
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'  Within  her  bosom  gloomy  thoughts  are  dweUing  ! 
Has  hatred^s  voice  her  good  heart  led  astray  ? 
O  heaven  !    from  her  all  these  doubts  dispelling, 
Guard  her  from  danger,  and  her  fears  allay ! 

Frederick  and  Ortrud. 

Within  her  bosom  broodings  wild  are  dwelling, 
And  doubt  will  soon  her  pure  heart  lead  astray. 

Then  we  shall  win,  the  foe  from  th'  land  expelling; 
So  soon  she  ask  that  he  the  secret  say ! 

The  King  and  all  the  Men. 

What  is  the  secret  in  his  bosom  dwelling  ? 

Would  harm  it  bring  should  he  its  nature  say  ? 
We  stand  by  him,  all  foes  from  him  repelling ; 

For  his  good  deeds  his  noble  birth  display. 

Elba. 

Some  dreadful  danger  would  be  his  by  telling 
The  secret  which  to  th'  world  he  will  not  say  : 

She  whom  he  rescued,  all  base  thoughts  repelling, — 
'Twere  vile  indeed  should  she  his  thoughts  betray. 

Knew  I  his  lot — be  calm,  my  heart  rebelling ! 
To  doubt  and  weakness  is  my  soul  a  prey  ! 

The  King. 

Brave  knight,  so  meet  this  vilest  accusation ; 
Thou  art  too  high  to  pander  to  evasion  ! 

The  Men. 

We  stand  by  thee !  ne'er  from  thee  we  will  sever : 
For  in  thy  form  the  hero  we  can  see ; 
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Give  us  thine  hand  !  we  thought  thee  noble  ever. 
Thy  name  is  high — although  but  known  to  thee ! 

Lohengrin. 

Ye  valiant  men,  regret  it  you  shall  never, 

E'en  though  my  race  and  name  unknown  may  be  ! 

Frederick 
(to  Elsa,  whom  he  has  stealthily  approached). 

A  means  I  have,  if  thou  in  me  confidest, 
That  brings  thee  certainty  ! 

Elsa. 

Away  from  me ! 

Frederick. 

If  but  the  smallest  limb  my  sword  divideth, 
A  finger  joint — and  here  I  swear  to  thee  : — 
What  he  conceals,  he  will  to  thee  confide  ! 
Nor  will  he  ever  leave  his  loving  bride  ! 

Elsa. 
Ah  !   Nevermore  ? 

Frederick. 

To-night  I  will  be  near; 
Call,  and  ^tis  quickly  done  !    Have  thou  no  fear  ! 

Lohengrin 
(suddenly  seeing  Frederick  whispering  to  Elsa). 
Elsa,  with  whom  dost  thou  converse  ? 

(Elba  turns  away  from  Frederick,  and  sinks 
overiuhelmed  at  Lohengrin's  j^<f/.) 
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Away  from  her,  accurs'd  ones  ! 

Your  wicked  arts  are  vain  ! 
Come  never  here  again  ! 

Elsa,  arise  !    thy  trust,  thy  love  can  give 
The  bhss  for  which  alone  I  care  to  live ! 
Let  not  false  doubts  thy  heart  inspire  ; 
Dost  thou  to  question  me  desire  ? 

Elsa. 

My  champion  !  sent  me  from  the  skies ! 
My  knight  who  bringeth  joy  to  me  ! 
High  o'er  all  wicked  doubts  shall  rise    - 
My  boundless  love  for  thee  ! 

[Sinks  upon  his  breast.     The  notes  of  the  organ  are 
heard  in  the  Minster^ 

Lohengrin. 
Bless  thee,  Elsa  !    Now  let  us  plight  our  troth  ! 

The  Men. 

Hail !  Hail!  The  hero  God  doth  grant ! 
Hail !  Hail !  Hail,  Elsa  of  Brabant ! 

The  King  co7iducts  the  bridal  pair  up  the  steps  of  the 
Minster,  They  halt  for  a  moment.  'Elsa  glances  round, 
and  perceives  Ortrud,  who  stands  with  uplifted  arm  in 
a  threatening  attitude,  with  an  expression  of  co7ning 
triumph,  Te7'ror-stricken,  she  turns  towards  Lohen- 
grin, and  clings  to  him  with  affectio7iate  e77ibrace.  The 
curtain  falls, 

end  of  the  second  act. 


ACT     III. 


SCENE  I. 


Wedding  march.  The  scene  is  the  bridal  chamber ; 
in  the  centre  of  which ^  in  the  background^  a  richly  adorned 
bed ;  to  the  rights  an  open  bay  wi^^dow,  and  near  to  it  a 
couch  >  The  bridal  procession^  accompaiiied  by  instru- 
ments and  voices,  is  heard  in  the  dista7zce,  gradually 
approaching.  Fro7n  one  side  eiiter  the  ladies^  leading 
Elsa  \  from  the  other,  the  King  aitd  the  Nobles,  with 
Lohengrin  :  both  preceded  by  pages  bearing  lights. 
Whe?i  the  procession  has  reached  the  centre  of  the  apart- 
ment, the  King  coiiducts  Elsa  to  Lohengrin,  who 
then  einbrace.  At  the  coftclusion  of  the  first  part  of  the 
cho7'us,  the  pages  divest  Lohengrin  of  his  upper  gar- 
ments, and  relieve  him  of  his  sword,  which  they  place 
upon  the  couch;  the  ladies,  on  their  part,  take  off  Elsa's 
upper  robes.  Eight  of  the  ladies  then  walk  slowly 
around  the  bridal  couple,  singiitg.  Then  the  King 
embraces  both.  The  pages  give  the  signal  for  departure, 
and  the  processio?i  leaves  the  bridal  apartment. 

E 
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Bridal  Song. 

Chorus  ^Men  (z;^^  Women. 

^^^^^^^'^AITHFULLY  led,  thither  proceed- 
There  where  the  blessings  of  love  be  your 

share ; 
Triumphant  hearts — love's  purest  meed, 
Make  you  united  the  happiest  pair ! 
Champion  of  virtue,  onward  proceed  ! 
Earth's  fairest  flower,  onward  proceed  ! 

Now  that  the  noise  of  the  feasting  is  ended. 
Be  your  pure  hearts  in  sweet  happiness  blended. 
Fragrant  the  halls  that,  adorned  for  love, 
Ye  from  the  world  and  its  glaring  remove. 

Faithfully  led — thither  proceed — 
There  where  the  blessings  of  love  be  your  share ; 
Triumphant  hearts — love's  purest  meed — 
Make  you  united,  the  happiest  pair. 

Chorus  of  WoM  en . 

As  God  your  true  love  blesses. 

So  bless  we  too  your  joy  ! 
Long,  long  in  love's  caresses, 

May  ye  your  bliss  enjoy  ! 

Bridal  Song  {sung  by  the  chorus  ivhile  retiring). 

Faithful  the  watch — stay  there  in  peace — 
There  where  the  blessings  of  love  be  your  share; 
Triumphant  heart — love's  purest  bliss — 
Make  you  united  the  happiest  pair. 
Champion  of  virtue,  calmly  remain  ! 
Earth's  fairest  flower,  calmly  remain  ! 
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Now  that  the  noise  of  the  feasting  is  ended, 
Be  your  pure  hearts  in  sweet  happiness  blended  1 
Fragrant  the  halls  that,  adorned  for  love. 
Ye  from  the  Avorld  and  its  glaring  remove. 

Faithful  the  watch — stay  there  in  peace — 
There  where  the  blessings  of  love  be  your  share  ; 
Triumphant  heart — love's  purest  bliss  — 
Make  you  united  the  happiest  pair ! 
Gradually  the  song  dies  away  in  the  distance. 


SCENE  11. 

Elsa  and  Lohengrin. 

Lohengrin. 

The  song's  sweet  tone  expires !     We  are  alone  ! 

The  first  and  only  time  since  we  have  met  ! 
Now  let  the  world  and  all  its  cares  be  gone. 

No  base  intruder  our  heart's  joys  beset ! 
Elsa,  my  bride  !     My  sweetest,  purest  bride  ! 
If  happy  thou,  oh,  all  to  me  confide  ! 

Elsa. 

Far  more  than  happy,  am  I  not  e'en  blessed  ? 
Since  I  great  Heaven's  highest  bliss  receive  ! 
Such  love  as  mine  was  ne'er  by  heart  confessed  ! 
Breathe  I  not  joys  that  God  alone  doth  give  ? 

Lohengrin. 

And  if  thou,  dearest,  feel'st  that  thou  art  blessed; 
From  thee  do  I  most  heavenly  bliss  receive  ! 
Such  love  as  mine  was  ne'er  by  heart  confessed  ! 
Breathe  I  not  joys  that  God  alone  doth  give  ? 
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Our  hearts  were  ever  link'd  in  pure  devotion  ; 

Ere  we  had  met  thy  form  was  dear  to  me : 
When  as  thy  knight  I  came  across  the  ocean, 

'Twas  love  divine  that  show'd  the  way  to  thee. 
Thine  eyes  told  me  thou  wert  from  all  guilt  free  ! 
Thy  glances  bade  me  bend  in  love  to  thee  ! 

Elsa. 

Yea,  long  ago  I  saw  thee  bending  o'er  me, 
Though  but  in  blissful  dreaming  I  was  blest; 

And  when  I  saw  thee  standing  there  before  me, 
I  knew  thou  cam^st  to  me  at  God's  behest  ! 

I  felt  as  if  in  tears  to  melt  desiring. 

And  like  a  brook  about  thy  footsteps  flow ; 

Or  like  a  flower,  its  fragrance  sweet  transpiring, 
Beneath  thy  tread  in  ravishment  to  bow  ! 

Is  this,  then,  love  ? — Oh,  tell  me  how  to  name  it, 
This  word  so  full  of  bHss  without  alloy — 

But,  ah !  thy  name,  may  I  then  never  claim  it, 
With  which  to  call  my  highest  purest  joy? 

Lohengrin. 
Elsa! 

Elba. 

My  name  escapeth  from  thy  lips  so  sweetly. 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  that  I  speak  thine  as  well  ? 

But  when  love's  stillness  takes  us  up  completely, 
Then  unto  me  thou  must  thy  secret  tell ! 

Lohengrin. 
My  sweetest  bride ! 
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Elsa. 

Lonely,  when  all  do  sleep  I 
From  all  the  world  I  will  thy  secret  keep ! 

Lohengrin  (ppe7iing  the  window). 

Art  thou  not  with  me  the  zephyrs  sweet  inspiring  ? 

Oh,  how  their  fragrance  ravishes  the  soul ! 
Mysteriously,  their  charms  are  all  transpiring ; 

Fearless,  I  bend  beneath  their  glad  control ! 

Such  was  the  charm  that  me  with  thee  united, 
When  I  did  first  thee  sweetest,  purest  see  ! 

No  need  of  name — I  saw  thine  eyes  love-Hghted — 
My  heart  conceived  thee  as  but  one  with  me  ! 

Like  as  the  zephyrs  sweet  the  soul  enchanted, 
Coming  to  me  from  hidden,  gloomy  night, 

So  'twas  thy  grace  and  purity  displanted. 

The  charge  of  crime  that  did  thy  fair  fame  blight ! 

Elsa. 

Oh,  would'st  thou  held  me  but  as  worthy, 

I'd  share  the  ills  thy  Hfe  betide  ! 
Is  there  no  burden  I  can  bear  thee  ? 

Am  I  not,  then,  thine  own,  thy  bride  ? 

Did'st  come  when  evil  men  accused  me, 
Oh,  that  I  knew  thee  too  oppressed  ? 

Why  hast  thou  confidence  refused  me  ? 
My  love  will  bear  the  strongest  test  ! 

Say  if  thy  secret  evil  worketh 

If  to  the  world  'tis  breathed  aloud  ? 
Or  if  for  thee  misfortune  lurketh — 

Or  would  sad  fate  thy  life  enshroud  ? 
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Oh,  were  it  so  !    Oh,  but  reveal  it ! 

Thou'lt  find  that  I  my  strength  can  prove  ! 
No  threat  shall  ever  from  me  steal  it, 

I'd  suffer  death  to  show  my  love  ! 

Lohengrin. 
Beloved ! 

Elsa. 

Oh,  make  me  glad  by  thy  confiding ! 

Let  me  not  sink  in  misery  ! 
No  longer  thy  dark  secret  hiding — 

That  who  thou  art,  I  clearly  see  ! 

Lohengrin. 
Oh,  calm  thee,  Elsa  ! 

Elsa. 

My  devotion 
Deserves  that  thou  thyself  reveal ! 
Whence  cam'st  thou,  say  !    across  the  ocean  ! 
None  shall  my  silent  lips  unseal ! 

Lohengrin. 

Doubtest  thou  still !     How  great  was  my  confiding  : 
When  I  believed  thy  troth  to  me  confessed  I 

By  my  request,  by  my  commands  abiding — 
High  o*er  all  womankind  I  thought  thee  best. 

Here  on  my  breast,  O  purest,  plighted. 

Be  to  my  heart's  glow  ever  near ! 
And  let  me  view  thine  eyes,  love-lighted, 

Wherein  did  first  my  bliss  appear. 
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O  grant  that  thy  sweet  breath  inspiring, 

I  sip  of  heaven's  felicity ; 
Press  close,  press  close,  thy  heart  suspiring, 

That  happiness  I  find  in  thee ! 

Thy  love  a  recompense  must  give  me 

For  all  that  I  for  thee  resign  ! 
No  lot  in  God's  wide  world,  believe  me, 

Is  nobler  than  which  once  was  mine  ! 

Yea,  should  the  king  his  crown  award  me, 

I  could  with  justice  it  despise  : 
One  thing  alone  can  e'er  reward  me. 

And  that  in  thy  pure  loving  Hes  ! 

Let  all  thy  doubts  be  changed  to  gladness. 
Thy  love  my  constant  pride  shall  be ; 

For  I  come  not  from  night  and  sadness, 
From  Light  and  Joy  I  come  to  thee! 

Elsa. 

O  God  that  I  must  grieve  thee  ! 

But  what  strange  words  from  thee — 
Thou  wouldest  sheer  deceive  me — 

Great  is  my  misery  ! 

The  lot  thou'st  left  to  woo  me 

Is  e'en  the  happiest  bourne  \ 
Thou  cam'st  from  rapture  to  me — 

And  yearnest  to  return  ! 

How  know  I  if  sufficeth 

My  faithfulness  to  thee  ! 
A  day — some  one  enticeth — 

Alas  !  thy  love  from  me  ! 
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Lohengrin. 
Oh,  let  thy  doubtings  slumber  ! 

Elsa. 

Nay,  thou  afflictest  me  ! 
Shall  I  the  days  e'en  number, 
That  thou  wilt  stay  with  me  ? 

Atraid  thou  shouldst  bereave  me, 

My  happiness  is  gone  ; 
Soon,  soon,  and  thou  wilt  leave  me 

In  night  and  gloom  alone  ! 

Lohengrin. 

Free  from  all  doubt  remaining. 
Thy  charms  can  never  die  ! 

Elsa. 

Alas,  what  power  for  chaining 
Thy  love  to  me  have  I  ? 

Full  magic  is  thy  being — 

'Twas  magic  brought  thee  here  ! 
All  hopes  are  from  me  fleeing, 

When  thou^rt  no  longer  near  ! 

(^She  suddenly  starts^  and  pauses^  listening.) 

Hearest  thou  nought  ?     Dost   hear  not   sounds   ap- 
proaching ? 

Lohengrin. 
Elsa! 

Elsa. 

Ah  me  !  See  there  !  The  Swan  !  The  Swan  ! 
There  on  the  waves  he  glideth  quickly  hither ! 
Thou  called'st  him  !  The  bark  he  draweth  on  ! 


J 
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Lohengrin. 
Elsa,  be  calm,  and  quiet  thy  foolish  fears  ! 

Elsa. 

Nought  my  lost  calm  can  give  me, 

Nought  peace  of  mind  impart ; 
But  knowing — oh,  believe  me — 

But  knowing — who  thou  art ! 

Lohengrin. 
Elsa,  what  art  thou  daring  } 

Elba. 

Unhappy,  fairest  knight ! 
Suspense  no  longer  bearing — 
Tell  me  thy  name  outright ! 

Lohengrin. 
Oh,  hold  ! 

Elsa. 

From  where  thou  camest  ? 

Lohengrin. 
Woe's  thee  ! 

Elsa. 
Thy  race  and  name  ? 

Lohengrin. 
Woe  !  Woe  !  What  hast  thou  done  ? 
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Elsa 

{perceiving  Frederick  and  four  Brabantian   Nobles 
entering  the  room  with  di'awn  swords). 

Save  thyself  !  Thy  sword  !  Thy  sword  ! 

Lohengrin  seizes  the  sword,  and,  rushing  toivards 
Frederick,  strikes  him  with  one  blow  to  the  ground. 
The  ter7^ified  Nobles  let  their  swords  fall,  and  kneel  to 
Lohengrin. 

Lohengrin. 

Woe  !   Now  our  joy,  our  happiness  is  gone  I 

He  bends  down  to  Elba,  raises  her,  and  gently  places 
her  on  the  couch, 

Elsa. 

All-gracious  God  !  Forgive  !  Forgive  ! 

Lohengrin  {pointing  to  Frederick's  corpse,  bidding 
the  four  Nobles  bear  it  away). 

Bear  ye  the  slain  before  the  King's  judgment  seat ! 

The  four  Nobles  carry  the  slain  Frederick  away, 
Lohengrin  rings  a  bell  for  the  attendant  ladies,  whom 
he  co7nmands  to  lead  Elsa  before  the  King. 

Lohengrin. 

Before  your  gracious  monarch  take  her — 

Sweet  Elsa,  my  beloved  bride ! 
There  fitting  answer  I  must  make  her : 

My  race  and  name  to  ye  confide ! 
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Lohengrin  leaves  the  apai'tment.  The  womeii  lead 
Els  A  away.  Curtains  fallings  the  entire  stage  is  con- 
cealed. The  sound  of  horns  is  heard^  as  summo7ii7ig  the 
knights  and  nobles  to  the  presence  of  the  King. 


SCENE     III. 

A  plain  on  the  hanks  of  the  Scheldt^  as  in  the  first  scene. 
The  Brabantian  knights  and  retainers  enter  from  both 
sides.  When  all  the  Brabantei^s  have  arrived^  the  King 
e}itc7's  7vith  the  Saxons  and  Thuriiigians, 

The  Brabanters. 

Hail !  hail !  King  Henry  ! 
Hail !  King  Henry,  hail ! 

The  King. 

Have  thanks,  ye  faithful  of  Brabant ! 
Well  can  my  heart  now  proudly  vaunt, 
Finding  that  in  each  German  land 
Such  mighty,  well-arm'd  forces  stand ! 
Now  let  the  empire's  foe  advance. 
We'll  soon  chastise  his  arrogance  ! 
From  out  his  eastern  desert  ne'er 
Shall  he  in  German  land  appear ! 
For  German  land  the  German  sword 
Shall  to  the  Empire  strength  afford ! 

All  the  Men. 

For  German  land  the  German  sword 
Shall  to  the  Empire  strength  afford  ! 
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King. 

Where  tarrieth  he  from  God  sent  down 
To  Brabant's  greatness  and  renown  ? 

All. 

What  bring  they  here  ?    What  make  they  known  ? 
These  men  are  surely  Frederick's  own ! 

King. 

What  have  ye,  then  ?    Whom  bear  ye  here  ? 
Your  very  looks  inspire  with  fear  ! 

The  Four  Nobles. 

Brabant's  protector's  servants  we — 
Who  this — he  will  make  known  to  thee  ! 

Elba,  followed  by  a  long  train  of  ladies^  slowly  ad- 
vances towards  the  King. 

The  Men. 

See,  Elsa  comes — once  full  of  gladness — 
Why  doth  she  bear  such  look  of  sadness  ? 

The  King  {to  Elsa). 

What  meaneth,  then,  thy  flowing  tears  ? 
Is't  that  the  hour  of  parting  nears  ? 

Voices. 
Make  way  !    the  Hero  of  Brabant ! 

The  King  has  taken  his  seat  beneath  the  oak.  Lohen- 
grin enters  fully  armed,  as  he  first  appeared. 

All  the  Men. 
Hail !    Hail !    The  Hero  of  Brabant ! 
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The  King. 


Hail  to  thy  coming,  glorious  knight ! 
Those  whom  thou  calledst  to  the  fight 
Wait  here,  all  conscious  that  with  thee 
They  soon  will  gain  the  victory  ! 

The  Brabanters. 

Awaiting,  conscious  that,  with  thee, 
We'll  quickly  gain  the  victory  ! 

Lohengrin. 

My  lord  and  king,  O  deign  to  hear  me, 
The  warriors  brave  here  gather 'd  near  me, 
I  cannot  lead  them  to  the  fight ! 

All  the  Men. 
O  God,  what  meaneth  thus  the  knight  ? 

Lohengrin. 

As  leader  now  I  do  not  come  before  you. 

But,  as  accuser,  hearing  I  implore  you  ! 

But  first  I  ask  that  ye  shall  e'en  advise  me, 

And  ask  for  judgment  right  and  true ; 

This  man  did  stoop  by  night-time  to  surprise  me, 

Say,  was  it  right,  that  him  I  slew? 

( Uncovers  the  body.) 

The  King  and  all  the  Men. 

E'en  as  thy  hand  did  justly  smite  him, 
Will  God  above  for  this  requite  him ! 
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Lohengrin. 

A  further  charge  shall  be  by  you  decided, 

'Fore  all  the  world  let  it  be  said : 
She  whom  in  wedlock  God  to  me  confided — 

My  wife,  to  treachery  hath  been  led  ! 

The  Men. 

Elsa  !    Could  such  a  thing  take  place  ? 
Hast  thou  been  led  to  such  disgrace  ? 

Lohengrin. 

Ye  heard  her  promise,  since  'twas  plainly  spoken, 
That  she  would  not  ask  who  I  am  nor  whence  ? 

Know,  then,  this  vow  so  sacred  she  hath  broken — 
Now  y^  shall  hear  how  great  is  her  offence. 

To  punish,  then,  the  questions  of  her  doubting, 
I  will  the  answer  loudly  here  proclaim  ; 

With  perfect  right  the  foe's  suspicions  scouting — 
Now  I  must  tell  you  of  my  race  and  name  ! 

Now  mark  ye  well,  from  daylight  no  need  stealing ; 

Before  the  king  and  all  his  good  knights  true, 
In  confidence  my  secret  great  revealing, 

List,  am  I  not,  yea,  noble  like  to  you  ? 

All  the  Men  and  Women. 

Wliat  wondrous  words  does  here  the  knight  declare  us  ! 
Oh,  could  he  not  the  dreadful  secret  spare  us  ? 
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Lohengrin. 

In  distant  lands,  where  ye  can  never  enter, 
A  castle  stands,  the  Monsalvat  its  name ; 

A  radiant  temple  riseth  from  its  centre, 

More  costly  'tis  than  aught  of  earthly  fame  ! 

Therein  a  vessel  of  most  wondrous  power, 

A  shrine  most  holy,  guarded  well,  doth  stand  ; 

That  none  but  mortals  purest  guard  this  dower, 
'Twas  brought  to  earth  by  an  angeHc  band  ! 

Once  every  year  a  dove  from  heaven  descendeth, 
To  strengthen  then  its  wondrous  powers  anew: 

It  is  the  Grail — and  purest  faith  it  spendeth 
Among  the  knights  who  are  its  chosen  few  ! 

To  serve  the  Grail  whoe'er  is  now  elected, 
Receives  from  it  a  supernatural  powder : 

From  all  base  fraud  and  craft  he  is  protected. 
Away  from  him  doth  flee  the  fatal  hour  ! 

E'en  when  the  knight  to  distant  lands  it  sendeth. 
As  champion,  to  some  virtuous  cause  maintain. 

The  sacred  powder  him  strength  and  honour  lendeth, 
If  as  its  knight  he  unreveaFd  remain  ! 

Such  wondrous  nature  is  the  Grail's  great  blessing, 
Reveal'd,  the  knight  must  from  all  mortals  flee  : 

Let  not  rest  in  your  hearts  a  doubt  oppressing. 
If  known  to  you  he  saileth  o'er  the  sea ! 

Now,  Hst,  what  he  to  you  in  troth  declareth  : 
Down  from  the  Grail  to  you  on  earth  he  came, 

My  father,  Percival — a  crown  he  weareth — 
His  knight  am  I — and  Lohengrin  my  name  ! 
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The  Men  and  Women. 

He  is  from  high  and  noble  race  descended, 
With  burning  tears  of  joy  my  eyes  are  blended. 


Elsa. 

The  ground  beneath  me  sinks,  O  God  ! 
Aid,  aid  me — unhappy  one  I 

Lohengrin. 

Oh,  Elsa,  what  deep  pain  thou  giv'st  to  me  ! 
As  first  mine  eye  thy  beauteous  form  did  see : 
Within  my  heart  the  spark  of  love  was  sown, 
I  prized  in  thee  a  joy  before  unknown ! 
The  wondrous  power,  my  race's  mystery  great, 
All  unreveal'd,  I  wish'd  to  consecrate. 
To  thee,  the  purest  one  on  earth,  to  thee ! 
Why  dost  thou  wring  from  me  the  mystery  ? 
Now  I  must  go — alas,  must  go  from  thee  ! 

The  King  and  all  the  Men. 

Woe,  woe  !  and  must  thou  go  away, 
Thou  noble  knight  from  God  sent  down  ? 
If  fled  has  Heaven's  blessing,  say. 
How  can  we  gain  us  high  renown  ? 

Elsa. 

My  husband  !  No  !  I  cannot  let  thee  leave  me. 
Stay  here  as  witness  of  my  penance  sore  ; 
My  grief  is  great,  my  sorrow  vast,  believe  me, 
I  bow  in  anguish,  punish  me  no  more ! 
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Lohengrin. 

I  must !  I  must  !  I  must,  my  sweetest  bride ! 
The  Grail  were  wroth  to  see  me  here  abide  ! 

Elsa. 
Oh,  spurn  me  not  !    For  crime  though  so  appalling— 

Lohengrin. 
Oh,  still !    The  pain  is  on  me  likewise  falling ! 

Elsa. 

Art  thou  from  heaven,  as  we  all  know  well, 
Still  let  sweet  mercy  in  thy  bosom  dwell ! 
If  thus  in  sorrow  I  my  crime  bemoan, 
Thou  canst  not  leave  me  to  my  grief  alone  ! 

Lohengrin. 

There  is  but  one  atonement  for  thy  crime ; 

Alas  !  the  pain  is  mine  as  thine  as  well — 
Divided  from  thee  for  all  future  time — 

This  is  the  penance  and  the  judgment  fell ! 

The  King  and  the  Nobles. 

Oh,  stay  !   Why  from  us  art  thou  speeding  ? 
Thy  followers  tarry  for  thy  leading ! 

Lohengrin. 

List  then,  O  King,  since  thou  hast  recognized 
The  Grail's  good  knight,  I  can  not  go  with  thee  ! 
If  still  I  linger'd,  then  the  power  I  prized, 
Were  taken  from  me  for  my  perfidy ! 

F 
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But,  gracious  monarch,  I  can  prophesy  thee — 
To  thy  just  cause  is  given  the  victory ! 
The  eastern  hordes  shall  nevermore  defy  thee, 
Nor  German  vales  and  hills  their  presence  see  ! 

The  men  in  the  background  pei'ceive  the  Stuan  again 
approaching,  drawing  the  boat. 

The  Men. 

The  Swan  !    The  Swan  ! 

The  Men  and  Women. 
The  Swan !    The  Swan  !   See,  nearer  it  comes  on  ! 

Elba. 
Oh,  heavens  !    See  !   The  Swan  !   The  Swan  ! 

Lohengrin. 
Too  long  I've  stay'd — I  must  obey  the  Grail  ! 

Beloved  Swan  ! 

Oh,  this  last  journey^s  sad  decree. 

How  gladly  I  had  spared  it  thee  ! 
In  one  short  year  then  would  have  ceased 

Thy  term  of  service  ^neath  the  ban ; 
Then  by  the  Grail's  great  power  released. 

In  other  form  would  come  my  swan  ! 

O  Elsa,  but  a  year  with  thee  I  yearned — 
To  dwell  with  thee,  in  happiness  bewed  ! 

Then  in  the  Grail's  grand  throng  alive  returned 
Thy  brother  whom  so  long  thou  fanciedst  dead  ! 
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If  he  come  home  when  I  cannot  receive  him, 
This  horn,  this  sword,  this  ring — all  thou  shalt  give 
him. 

This  horn  in  dangers  great  him  aid  procuring, 
This  sword  in  battle  shall  him  victory  gain ! 

This  ring,  remembrance  in  his  mind  assuring 
Of  him  who  saved  thy  name  from  every  stain. 

Farewell !   Farewell !    Farewell !   My  sweetest  bride  ! 
Farewell  !    The  Grail  w^ould  spurn  did  I  abide  ! 

The  King,  the  Men,  and  Women. 

Woe  !   Woe !   Thou  noble,  glorious  knight ! 
Thou  leavest  us  to  gloom  and  night ! 

(Ortrud  appears) 

Ortrud. 

Sail  home,  thou  knight,  in  all  thy  glory, 
Thy  bride  I'll  tell  the  wondrous  story — 
Who  'twas  that  in  the  boat  thee  drew  ! 
Full  well  the  magic  chain  I  knew, 
With  which  I  changed  into  the  swan, 
The  boy,  the  heir  to  all  Brabant ! 

[To  Elsa.) 

Thanks  that  thou  him  away  hast  driven  ! 

Now  take  him.  Swan,  across  the  sea  ! 
Had  he  us  longer  sojourn  given, 

The  brother,  too,  he  had  made  free ! 

All. 

Accursed  one  !   At  last  confessing 
The  fearful  crime  that  thou  hast  done  ! 
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Ortrud. 

Behold,  the  gods  the  wrongs  redressing, 
On  those  who  do  their  presence  shun ! 

Lohengrin  goes  toiiuards  the  river's  bank^  and  kneels 
down  in  silent,  fervent  prayer.  As  if  in  answer  to  his 
pleading,  a  Dove  desce7tds  from  heaven,  and  hovers  for  a 
7no7nent  over  the  boat.  Lohengrin  sees  it,  and  springs 
7ip  with  a  look  of  gratitude  and  joy ;  he  takes  the  chain 
from  the  neck  of  the  Swan,  which  immediately  sifiks,  the 
Dove  taking  its  place.  In  the  7text  mome7it,  Lohengrin 
raises  from  the  river  a  fair  youth,  Godfrey,  Elba's 
lo77g-lost  brother. 

Lohengrin. 

Behold  the  heir  to  all  Brabant  ! 

The  ruler  whom  great  heaven  doth  grant ! 

Ortrud  falls  to  the  ground,  overwhel77ied  with  dis- 
may. Lohengrin  sp7H77gs  quickly  i7tto  the  boat,  which 
the  Dove  d7'aws  rapidly  alo7ig.  Godfrey  advances, 
a7id  all  the  Braba7itia7i  7tobles  sink  t/pon  the  knee  before 
him.  He  pe7xeives  Els  a,  a7td  7'ushes  to  e77ibrace  her. 
After  a  sho7^t  77io7ne7it  of  joy,  Elsa  looks  round  for 
Lohengrin,  but  he  is  gone. 

Elsa. 
My  husband  !     My  husband  ! 

Lohengrin  is  already  far  away  on  the  river,  his 
boat  being  draw7i  by  the  Dove.  All  the  spectators  tetter 
cries  of  lame7ttation,  and  Elsa,  in  Godfrey's  arms, 
sinks  lifeless  to  the  g7'ound. 

The  End. 
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